EXTREMES MEET

h> yes! " she cried with a wild eagerness. " I am
English! I am English! I am! I am! "

And to emphasize this assertion she beat on the mattress
on either side of her with clenched fists. Waterlow leaned
back in his chair, and watched her agitation.

" Were you born in England ? " he asked presently.

" In London, I think.   Yes."

" Whereabouts in London ? "

She shrugged her shoulders at this unreasonable per-
sistency of his so energetically that the nightgown slipped
down on one side and left bare a half of her girlish
breast.

"In the middle of London," she said, frowning at the
rebellious garment as she pulled it back into place.

" I see," said Waterlow, pleasantly. " In Piccadilly
Circus, perhaps ? "

"No, I was never to a circus. Never! Never !"
she declared indignantly.

" Oh, then it wasn't in Piccadilly ? "

" No, I tell you," she said with a sigh for his denseness.
"It was in London."

" Perhaps you didn't stay long in London, eh ? "

She smiled with relief at such a nice easy question.

" No, I was taken away when I was being a little
baby."

" And that was how long ago ? "he pressed,

" Oh, long ago, long ago.   I have now thirty-two."

" Thirty-two ? " Waterlow repeated incredulously.
Then with a smile he looked at the passport. " Ah, yes,
of course, that's what the passport says, doesn't it ? "

She murmured a prim affirmative.

" Dear me, we live and learn," he murmured. " It's
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